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off a large, horribly green fly. He pulled off a leg,
closed his great dry palm around the fly and set it to his
ear, listening concentratedly to the excited buzzing of the
imprisoned insect.
Suddenly noticing Gregor, with a gesture of revulsion and
irritation he threw the fly under the table, wiped his pafin
on his trousers, and wearily leaned against the shiny back of
his chair.
" Sit down, Gregor Pantalievich," he said.
" How are you, chief ? " Gregor inquired.
" Well; as well as can be expected. How are things
going with you ? So they're driving you back ? "
"All along the line/'
" Did you hold them at the Chira ? "
" Not for long. But Miedviediev's reinforcements saved
the situation/'
" This is the position, Melekhov ! " Kudynov took the
grey leather of Ms Caucasian belt in his hands and, startogr
with studied attention at the tarnished silver of the buckle,
he sighed: "So far as we can see our affairs will get still
worse before they're better. Something is happening on the
Donietz. Either our friends there are breaking through the
Red front and pushing them back on to us, or else the Reds
-have realised that we're the cause of all their present
troubles and are trying to close us in a vice."
" And what news is there from the Cadets ? What reports
did they send by the last aeroplane ? "
" Nothing special. They don't tell you or me their plans,
brother! They're trying to break through the Red fron*'
and come to our help. They've promised us assistance, but
it doesn't always come. It's not an easy matter to break
through a front, and you and I know what strength the Reds,
have got on the Donietz. We are living in the dark, and we
can't see farther than the ends of our noses."
" Well, what did you want to talk to me about ? How
about this conference you called me in for ? " Gregor asked,
yawning with boredom. He was not particularly concerned
for the result of the rising. It no longer seemed to trouble
him. Like a horse dragging a roller around a threshing floor,
his thoughts had circled day after day around the one
problem until at last he had mentally shrugged his shoulders :
" There'll be no making peace with the Soviets now.